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Author's Notes: 

This is technically gen from my perspective, but those of you who like slash, it can be implied in multiple ways 
here, so enjoy that. Anyone who has had to say goodbye multiple times in their life, anyone who has had 
friends betray the, or turn against them due to differences, and anyone who has struggled with fear of 
abandonment who has watched The Fox and the Hound knows that it is *not® an easy thing to do. It hurts! 
Somehow, | got to thinking about that scene, and | realized how similar it was to Dave getting left at the bus 
stop, and my crazy, sleep deprived brain came up with this piece of senseless fluff, which | tried to make 
sense of while writing it so that you all can see why it would legitamately upset Dave instead of just having 
him "snub" his heart out and be all out of character. And yes, "snubbing" is a term my family uses. Those of 
you all who know what I'm talking about know how ungraceful and uncomfortable it is. Truly pitiful. *hugs 
Dave. Anyway, | hope this is enjoyable and that it actually came out coherently. If anything, if it didn't, there 


are other crack fics out there like this scattered about the Internet, so I'm not the only one! 


"Ugh, so borrrredddd..." 


Dave's petulant groan could be heard all the way across the apartment. 


It was just one of those days where it rained so badly that one could hardly go outside for two seconds 
without getting thoroughly soaked, and water rushed down the sidewalks like a miniature river, and down 
driveways like waterfalls. Marty and Nick had gone out in the only car the band had which had a chance of not 


getting flooded out in this weather, and any other means of transportation was strictly out of the question 
Which meant Dave and Junior were stuck inside.. 

„With nothing to do.. 

„And bored out of their minds. 


They didn't have very many games on hand in the house, besides a deck of cards, and after nearly three 


hours of card games, it was safe to say that another round might make one of them puke. 


Dave would have been content to drink himself into oblivion, but they had exhausted their supply that morning, 
and obviously, Nick and Marty hadn't been able to wait to get back from the store with a new supply - 
probably hadn't been able to make it too the store -before stopping at a bar for their fix. And that meant 


leaving Dave and Junior high and dry at home. 
"Does the TV work?" asked Junior. 


Dave tried turning it on. Between the already poor signal due to wires around the building, and the wash out 
outside, no matter how he adjusted the antenna, there was no sound, and the picture kept freezing in a smear 


of unreadable pixels, before turning into white, staticky snow. 
"Nol" snapped Dave. 
Junior sighed. "Oh well. | thought so, but it was worth a try." 


"Junior? What on earth are we gonna do stuck in here? Seriously. I'm about to go stir crazy, and you can't be 


much better." Dave paced the floor as he spoke. 


"Hmmm... Junior hummed to himself as he thought. "Well," he started, an imaginary lightbulb seeming to 
appear above his head, "I do have a box with some old stuff from home, a few VHS tapes, but | don't think 
you'd care for them. It's old, animated cartoons from my childhood that my mom had me take so that it 


wasn't cluttering up the house." 


Dave rolled his eyes, but at this point, he had to admit that a childish cartoon couldn't be worse than a silent 
apartment, so even if it wasn't even slightly better, it wasn't as if they would have lost anything. 


"Alright Junior. If you want, pull them out. If nothing else, it'll create some background noise even if we don't 


end up watching it." 


Junior left the room, and returned a couple of seconds later with the box. He looked through what he had in it, 
and saw one of his old favorites tucked down in the bottom. Without hesitation, he pulled it out. The Fox and 
The Hound 


"This one isn't as childish as some of the others in there, and it was one of the ones | remembered liking 


better. Can't be any worse than the others in there, if that" Junior popped it into the tape slot. 


"Well, at this point, if its something, I'll take it" Dave ceded the decision to Junior. He hadn't been allowed to 
watch very many films growing up due to his mother's strict rules during his upbringing as a Jehovah's 


Witness. If either of them had more animated film sense, he trusted it to be Junior. 

He hadn't planned on watching it. But seeing the baby fox all on it's own, and the big old owl go to him and 
watch over caught his eye. The fox was rather undeniably cute, with these big, fearful eyes, having obviously 
been left behind. Dave felt pity for him, and found himself gravitating to the couch where Junior was already 
watching the picture. 

He found himself smiling when the old widow picked up the fox, and named him. Tod 


Junior began a soft snickering later on in the scene where the widow was milking her cow. 


"What's funny?" demanded Dave, not understanding why, unless it was a sexist joke that somehow was going to 


relate to groupies, that Junior was laughing. 

"Oh, just wait. | forgot about this and just remembered." 

And when the fox scared the chicken, which squawked and caused the cow to jump and kick over the milk 
bucket, resulting in chaos through the barn, Dave found himself snorting with laughter. There was something 
about the slapstick humor and chaos of it all that did make it amusing, even if it was childish. And boy, did he 
feel for Tod when he made the cute look after getting scolded with a big "just look what you've done!" And he 
also felt for the widow not being able to stay mad. 


He found himself glaring along with Junior at Amos Slade, and his cruel attitude toward Tod, not letting Copper 
play freely with Tod. 


"That shithead.." muttered Dave, along with some more vulgar terms. 
"A damned jerk," agreed Junior 


But it was when Copper came back from the hunting trip, older, and delivered the news to Tod that he didn't 
think they could be friends anymore that Dave felt something funny inside. Something familiar. 


Junior sat watching. This was another part he'd almost forgotten, and as he saw the widow scoop Tod up and 


get into the car with him, he braced himself for the upcoming scene. 


The dialogue of the widow's thoughts of her time with the fox began to play. Junior found himself swallowing 
hard to keep the tears that pricked in his eyes at bay. 


We met it seems, such a short time ago. 
You looked at me, needing me so. 


Yet from your sadhess, our happiness grew. 


Then | found out, | need you, too. 


| remember how we used fo play. 

Í recall those rainy days, the fires glowed, 

that kept us warm. 

And now | find, we're both alone. 

Goodbye may seem forever, farewell is lke the end 


But in my hearts a memory, and there youl always be. 


Junior thought he might lose it, as Tod's ears drooped when the widow began to walk away, expression teeming 
with heartache, holding up a finger and shaking it as if to say that Tod had to stay, and couldn't follow her. 
The fox stood there, tilting his head to the side, purely bewildered. Junior hastily wiped away a tear he couldn't 
hold back. 


Knowing that the widow was about to drive off and it would start raining, Junior turned to look away, not 


wanting to cry like he would over that in front of Dave. 


Only when he did, he was absolutely shocked at what he saw. And he realized the reason he'd looked away 


might have not been such a worry after all 


Dave had pulled his hair over the sides of his face like curtains, only leaving a small gap in front to see ahead, 
as he did when he was trying to hide vulnerability. However, his attempt to hide in it had been in vain this 


time. 


He had the back of one of his hands firmly pressed over his mouth, trying to stifle silent sobs that would 
have otherwise probably not been so silent. But they wracked his whole frame so that his shoulders shook 
violently. It had been difficult to hear before, focusing on the TV, but now with his attention on Dave, Junior 


was aware of the very faint sniffles. 
"Dave?" asked Junior cautiously. "Are you alright?" 


Junior thought Dave was going to try and keep hiding it when he didn't respond right away. But at that 
moment, Tod had just attempted to try and go off on his own, and it seemed like he might be okay once he 
found refuge. Albeit his attempt only led to being sniped at verbally by a grouchy old raccoon. Junior had 
always remembered that part being the very thing that would usually get him just as he was starting to 


recover from the farewell scene as a kid So when a sob that was a bit less than silent broke free from Dave, 


Junior wasn't surprised. 


And Dave quietly whimpered something to the effect of "oh, shit," knowing there was no hiding it now. He 
started to turn to Junior, and immediately was pulled into a tight hug by the young bassist. Which only 


resulted in a fresh wave of tears. 


They stayed that way for a few minutes, Junior simply letting Dave cry as he chose to. He realized, suddenly, 
for Dave to have gone on this long, there was more to it than just the animation itself that had triggered this. 


"Are you okay, Dave?" asked Junior again, once Dave had tried to pull away, though he was still clearly a 
wreck. His overgrown bangs hung over his eyes, which was probably just as well for Dave's security, and tears 
still flowed down his face, as his shoulders continued to hitch with sobbing. 


"| -l'm alr- oh, f-fuck it." Dave trailed off, shaking his head. His breathing was irregular due to having stifled 
the crying for so long -coming in short, spasmodic, involuntary and jerking gasps that Junior's mother had 
referred to as "snubbing" whenever he'd done it. The hiccuping gasps would always persist even when one could 
inhale no further, lungs already painfully full, making it difficult for one to stop once started. It was a painful 
endeavor that only made crying more appealing, and sobbing was often one of the few things to force out a 
proper exhalation against the diaphragm's spasming. But the continued sobbing often made them get worse, 
making it near impossible to stop "snubbing’ until one stopped crying. Kind of a Catch-22. 


Junior frowned. Hard as it would be for Dave to talk in this state, it was probably the best distraction that 
would get him to stop, and he definitely felt bad that Dave had gotten into this state. Had he known itd have 


done this, he'd have considered something else. 
"What's the matter? Besides the snubbing, | know that's not cool." 


"Junior," Dave forced out between the spasms, pausing immediately, trying to control them. They were so 
strong that when he clenched his teeth to try and stunt the gasping, it simply came through in messy, hissing 
sounds and caused his head to jerk back with the force of it. "It -I just -can't.. Everyone's always.. just leaving 
each-other b-behind and n-not caring, a-and Copper b-betraying Tod -so h-he had to be s-sent away." He 
stopped again and shook his head furiously, frustrated beyond belief not being able to get a coherent sentence 
out. "Everyone's gotta leave -leave each other behind, like t-they meant n-nothing! Nobody ever stays true." 


It took Junior a second to put together Dave's semi-coherent ramble, along with the scene, and suddenly it 


clicked. 


Tod being driven out into the forest and being left out there, alone on his own in the rain, never able to go 


back, never able to be friends with Copper again.. 


„Dave being driven out early one morning in the rain to a bus stop, abandoned by his old band, never able to 


go back to Metallica, never able to be friends with James, his brother again. Left at that bus stop just like the 


confused fox in the forest. 


"Oh goodness, Dave -l'm sorry, | should have thought.. It's been so long since I've watched that, and | didn't 
think about that scene or how it would affect you." Junior tried to comfort Dave, putting an arm around his 
shoulders, feeling horrible just knowing that what was going through Dave's mind was indescribable. He tried to 
make it clear by his actions that he wasn't going to leave Dave behind either. 


"Oh-no, Junior.. It -It's not your fault" Dave heaved a sigh, the snubbing finally backing down and reducing his 


agony somewhat. "Y-you're normal and haven't had to see it first hand. | wish people realized.” 


"Well," mused Junior, "Maybe there is some value in a cartoon like this after all. | guess not enough people in 
this world see it and pay attention to the hidden messages. Guess its easy for one to miss if they haven't 
been through it" 


"And brothers, like Copper and Tod, get pulled apart over stupid things, then leave each other behind. Like 


James did to me." Dave sulked. 


"Something obviously inspired the story. You're not alone." Junior sighed, wanting to pull Dave off the topic of 
James, not wanting him to get upset in an angrier way. It wouldn't be a pleasant thing for chairs to fly while 


they were stuck in the apartment. 


They managed to watch the rest of the movie in calmness. The red-headed guitarist gave a small gasp when 
Copper, obviously still not friends with Tod, stood over him, protecting him from Amos in the end after the 
bear attack. Preventing the hunter from shooting the fox. They couldn't be friends again. But after all the pain 
and suffering, they still cared enough to protect each other from danger. 


He and James would never be friends again. But, he still cared about James. He hated James for what he'd 
done, but he couldn't fully hate James after the time they'd spent together as brothers in their younger days, 
and he knew that was why he couldn't let it go yet. He hoped James still cared too, even if he did hate him. 


And one day, maybe -a long time from now -he'd be okay, as Tod was in the end. 


"Junior?" Dave's voice came timid, still slightly insecure, though beginning to regain an edge of its usual 


confident, gruff overtone that hid so much vulnerability and trauma underneath it 

ree 

"You won't ever leave me behind like the others, will you?" 

"No, Dave. | can't promise there won't be any trials in the future, given this band's history, but Fl always be 
around. And hopefully, one day in the future you'll be able to recover from what James did to you, and you 


two will be able to come to peace." 


Dave didn't respond to Junior's answer. 


But in his mind, he definitely did hope that one day they would come to peace. 


Because if he ever witnessed anybody attack or hurt James, he'd still defend him, even if it still hurt from 
the past. And he hoped James would do the same for him. 


